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“The first two days are the hardest,” said the vet holding our “baby”, 

As blood and saliva, mingling with matted white fur, dripped from his jowls, black-brown 
Eyes wide with fear, with recognition, a familiar face after two nights away, a strange place, 
One medicine for pain, another for infection “What's impressive” she adds, “is his spirit”. 


Thirty-one teeth extracted and still he prances as he walks, and eats with savor, 
His food seasoned with hunger, you can feel ribs beneath his thin flesh. 

Only seven pounds and eight years of age, forced to sleep outside. 

The stench of rotting maw got him kicked out of the house. 


This day with us to stay, now given more love than ever before, 

From Tijuana to East Los, then Pasadena, my dear toothless poodle sleeps, 
Under ash tree relishing afternoon breeze, after mushy food, 

And room temperature water. 


“Toothless poodle” 


